figure of a woman with her faded, carefully mended clothes, who
from morning till night, in all kinds of weather, wheeled a pale
baby through the starved and tragic city of Paris on a bed of for-
bidden newspapers and explosives.

"Mathilde, however, was caught in the end through an indis-
cretion for which she was not responsible," said my table-com-
panion. "Nothing could make her talk. When I left France the
police had not yet decided her fate."

White-whiskered valets were passing coffee, drinks, cigarettes
and cigars. And my neighbour said,

"I don't smoke, but I like people around me to smoke Virginia
or Havana tobacco. Especially here. Don't you think the smell
goes with this place?'*

He had the faculty of making me constantly teeter from one
universe to another. But while his mind balanced and reconciled
without apparent effort dramatically and almost monstrously con-
trasting visions, I found myself taking in this rich, warm room,
this abundance, this security with a kind of metaphysical terror.

I was still so close to the French suffering and struggle, so
marked by their climate, that that starved, oppressed, menaced and
subterranean life seemed to me the most natural to man in these
times. In mingling with the group formed around our hostess,
helped by the compliance which slumbers in most beings, I could
probably have forgotten, joked and smoked my cigar and drunk
my whisky with peace in my heart. This had happened to me in
London before. If I was kept from this now it was because of my
companion. Yet I had no thought of leaving him.

"In the Rue de Lille in Paris," he said, "there is a perfect French
replica of the mistress of the house. Her drawing-rooms are a little
chilly, the meals lean, and the cigarettes are cut in four as every-
where. But in vigour, worship of traditions, spirit and despotic
temperament my dowager countess is in no way inferior to this
charming old lady."

"You frequent the Faubourg Saint-Germain?" I could not help
asking.

"The countess has a Steinway with a marvellous tone," my
neighbour answered, laughing. *T sometimes went and played at
her house."

I looked at him with renewed attention. Why had I decided
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